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t The Flivver, the Long, Rakish Six-Cylinder, 
7. And a Girl Who Was Called Pseudo-Aristocrat 


| GORDON ARTHUR SMITH 


you really must, you know. I Insist 
t/n—on knowing more. All about 
you.” 

She took hie hand then and led 
him to a garden bench beneath the 
hedge. He followed, grave and un¬ 
smiling. 

"Well?” he inquired. 

"Who are you?" she asked. 

"Geoffrey Rudel.” 

"I mean your real name.” 

"Oh,” he said, "my real name? I 
don't think I shall tell you my real 
name. Not that lt'a of any Im¬ 
portance." 

"Are you really—poor?" 

"Most decidedly." 

"What did you mean by that song? 
Why should you have thought of 
me—If you did think of me—as the— 
the girl of your dreams?" 

"Do you want to know why?” 

"Yes—of course I want to know 
why. It—It’s my right, isn't It?" 

"Oh, yes, it’s your right. Well, you 
see, for a long time I had made up 
my mind Just what a girl should 
look like. I mean that the—well, 
let’s say what the Ideal girl should 
look like. My ideal girl, you un¬ 
derstand. Not Tom's, Dick’s or 
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chine in front of our door and in¬ 
quire of 'one of the men' if Mips 
Audrey Manning is at home. If she 
is in the house, I promise you she 
will be at home to you. And it is pos¬ 
sible, oh. Just barely possible, that 
she will have improved a little dur¬ 
ing your absence. In any case, she 
will have tried. Will you promise you 
will do that?" 

She lifted her head to look him 
squarely In the eyes. He began to 
feel strangely weak. And unsettled. 
That was It—unsettled. 

"I promise,” he said, or at least 
he thought he said It, but as a mat¬ 
ter of fact he merely whispered It. 

"Now, jump into your machine and 
I’ll try to crank it for you. Her* 
don’t forget your ukulele.” 

She guided him to the car wit; 
those slim, pale hands that he had 
hymned. He kept his eyes fixed oi 
her—bewildered, dazed eyes like 
those of an adoring dog who does noi 
understand. All his fine conceit had 
been scattered to the winds and he 
knew neither why nor how. All 
that he knew was that she was very 
lovely and much to be worshiped 
But that knowledge did not help bin. 
to function the flivver. 


| "Yes—Mr. Rudel. Are you down¬ 
town?” 

"No.” said Geoffrey. *Tm generally 
out in the country. I sing for a liv¬ 
ing—my own songs" 

★ * * * 

VfR. MANNING dropped his lobster- 
claw ami the fork with which lie 
had been excavating It. 

"You—what?" ho said limply. 

"I sing.” 

There was an awkward silence. 
Mrs. Manning blushed. Audrey's kid 
sister tittered. It was as if ho had 
said: "I murder." 

Audrey, herself, did not see flt to 
esse the situation, so Mrs. Manning 
finally, with & glow of Inspiration, 
exclaimed: 

"How very interesting! You are 
with the Metropolitan, I suppose?” 

*Y)h, no—no. Indeed. I’m a sort of 
strolling singer. Only 1 stroll In my 
flivver. As you say. It is very Inter¬ 
esting. One meets all sort* of peo- 


"No.” he said, "simply sympathetic." 

1 am afraid that at this juncture 
she lost her temper completely. She 
Stamped a high heel Into tho soft turf. 

"Sympathetic!" she cried. "Who do 
you think you're being sympathetic 
with?" 

"fine says' ‘whom*—not ‘who/” he 
corrected her. “At leust so I was 
taught nt Harvard." 

lie stopped abruptly, evidently re¬ 
gretting the slip; and then, to cover 
It If possible, ho added, "Moreover, a 
preposition Is n poor word to end a 
sent run* with ” 


ukulele and sing me a song. I’ll send 
ono of tho men for it, if you wish.' 

He threw out his handa in disgust. 

t*Yee; do, by aJl means. Send one 
of tho men!” 

One of the men chanced to be clip¬ 
ping $he hedge not far away, and she 
called to him to fetch the musical in¬ 
strument from the tonneau of Mr. 
Itudel’s machine. He dropped his 
shears and departed at once. 

"Are you going to sing me a nice 
song?*' asked Audrey. "Or is it to 
be something unpleasant—like your 
mood?" 


“Whose railroad?" she Inquired. 

"My father's rail-” ho began. 

"My father's a railroad superintend¬ 
ent— that Is. of a section.” he finished 
lamely. He eyed her closely, but her 
vanity-box was still in front of her 
face. 

"Well?" she said. There was a little 
shake in her voice that might have 
been a cough, or final sob, or a laugh. 

“Well," he said “they cry even out 
there." 


Westchester county the watch 
stopped, and the girl. Us driver and , 
sole occupant, was utterly unable to j 
wind'it up. 

Petulant and irritated, the girl de- | 
scended to the ground and surveyed | 
the polished green and nickel nwn- « 
ster with that critical, knowing look j 
of the helpless amateur. Thon, de- j 
©pairing, she sat down on u stone j 
wall in the shade of an oak and 
waited. 

Fortunately, it was good weather j 
f or waiting—a fine, clear day in mid- | 

.Tune — and. sitting on the wall., 
breathing in the warm smell of the 
earth and the things growing from ( 
the earth, the girl was not unhappy, j 

She was a pretty 
an original way 

any one could have lalveled her beau- ■ 
tiful. There was nothing command- ' 
ing about her: perhaps there was 
something demanding. which la 
slightly different. She was small and ; 
very slender. She wore a dark green ; 
linen suit almost the shade of the j 
car; her liair. the color of the cover , 
of a French novel, was abundant.! 
shining and straight; her face wa*» J 
narrow, the chin pointed (and. an a ; 
rule, pointed upward); her ski 
jiumrt ooKvrless* but healthily s 
T er ev^s. set rather wide apart, 
n mixture of brown and green. They 
were scarcely soft, pleading eyes; 
rather they were alert, appraising j s j]ent. 
eves that seemed to oon&lder one * Dou 
guilty until one were proved inno- j quick! 


"Woman, woman," he murmured. 
"Always striving to place the blame 
on other shoulders, always in the 
right, never In the wrong. 'You're a 
spoiled child, that is all you are—a 
spoiled child. I’ve half a mind to take 
you back to your car and leave you 
in it." 

He said it so sternly that she could 
not be sure he was not serious: so. 
to make certain he would not carry 
out his threat, she employed all her 
wiles. She vouchsafed him, for in¬ 
stance. a smile—a dazzling, friendly 
smile, half-humorous, half-appealing. 

"Please don’t do that," she begged. 
"You’d much better some home and 
girl—pretty in j stay to lunch." 
but I don’t think . He did not answer at first, hut his 
eyes lingered on hers. Then he took 
out his watch—a perfectly present¬ 
able watch, she noticed. 

"Quarter to 2." he sa!d. "How 
far is home?" 

"About a. mile. And we have a good 
cook." 

"Yes. you would have," he agreed 
enigmatically. "But how do you know 
I don’t eat with my knife? How do 
yon know I won’t steal the silver?" 

"I don’t know," she raid, "but I 
really don’t care if you do." 

"Well." he admitted grudgingly. "T 
were j Inu *t eat. Man can not live 

on love alone.” 

She flushed a little and remained 


j J-J E 8 ««med to have lost all Interest 
I in his recital, and continued to 
[ eye her suspiciously. 

"How very, very Interesting." she 
said. 

"H'm," said he, 

She put aside the 
glance up at him. 


"I’m going now.” 
vanity-box to 
She was calm and 
quiet and gentle and adorable. 

"Before -we say good-bye." she said, 
"I want to tell you one thing. Will 
you believe that I am telling you the 
truth? Will you forget for this one 
moment that I am arrogant and spoilt 
and Insincere and have the devil’s 
temper?” 

“Of course,” he answered. 

"Then, all right. I want to tell you 
that everything you said of me was 
probably true and that I am honestly 
glad that you said it. In fact, T 
want to thank you for saying It. No, 
don’t interrupt. There Is more." 

8he got to her feet and, standing 
beside him, held out her hand. He 
took It, wondering. 

"I want to ask you," she said, “to 
give me another chaaoe. I want to 
ask you if the next time you pass 
this way you won’t stop your ma- 


up with a cool 


"Us, for example.*’ she remarked. 

"Why, yea," he agreed. "You’re 
one sort, of course. There are others, 
though.” 

“Such as?" 

**Oh, villagers—peasants, serfs, you 
know, tillers of the soil, market- 
gArdeners. people who In the west 
would attend the chautauquas.” 

The ptrapp^pg Miss Bradshaw, more 
healthy than the others and there¬ 
fore perhaps less easily disturbed, 
ventured to interject a. question. 

"But. surely," she said, "surely you 
don’t do this except for—er—amuse¬ 
ment? You probably are really a 
great man who is well known in 


Audrey, descending the corridor 
slowly to her room, was stopped by 
Mr. Pegram. lie put his arm af¬ 
fectionately around her waist. 

"My dear,” he said, "your father 
has just given his consent and I’m 
the happiest man in the world." 

"You go to the deuce." advised 
Audrey, and, disengaging herself, ran 
to her room and slammed the door in 
Mr. Pegram’s pale, fat face. 

(Copyright, 1923.) 


Washington Food Supply 
From All Parts of World 


l able failure had not Audrey. In a 
.calm, assured manner, taken over the 
conversation Into her own hands. 

[ She bullied her father, made good- 
! natured fun of her mother, and 
wound up at the ires with an ap- 
i parently unjustifiable attack on Mr. 

■ Pegram. an anemic yellow-haired 
| young man whom she called Butter¬ 
cup. 

Hater. In the garden, she explained 
to Geoffrey that she was engaged to 
Buttercup. 

"I don’t doubt It,” said Geoffrey 
bluntly. 

She stopped and looked at him 
angrily. "You can be ruder,” she 
said, "than any man I've met—and 
I’ve met some rude ones.” 

“That wasn’t rude. I merely said 
that I didn’t doubt the truth of your 
statement. Had 1 said that 1 did, 
that would have certainly been rude. 
Why are you so sensitive? Take the 
eljlp off your shoulder, for goodness’ 
sake.” 

H see that we are going to fight 
constantly,” she asserted, more com¬ 
posedly. 

He consulted his watch before re¬ 
plying. Then he said: ”1*should like 
to, but I must leave in about ten 
minutes.” 

"Why?” 

"Oh. well, your parents and friends 
think I’m a sort of wild animal es¬ 
caped from a zoo, and-” 

' "Do you mind what they think?” 

"No; not especially. The trouble Is 
they mind. It makes it uncomfort¬ 
able for them.” 

TAnd I don’t suppose you mind at 
all what I think r’ 

Tie hesitated. Then: "I'd rather 
like to know just what you do think," 
he said. 

She turned and smiled slowly at 
him, a provocative smile, an apprais¬ 
ing smile. 

"Do you suppose. Mr. Rudel,” she 
said—"do you suppose that I’ve given 
you really a serious thought? Do 
you suppose for an Instant that a 
perfect stranger whom I pick up on 
the road—a perfectly mad stranger— 
matters one whit to me? I have been 
nice to you because you gave me a 
lift home. You gave me a lift, so I 
gave you a luncheon—that's fair 
enough, isn't It? But Just because I 
gave you a luncheon is no reason 
why you should assume that you 
have the right to scold me and in¬ 
sult me—yes. Insuit me. I’m not used 
to it and I won't tolerate it. either, 
not even from my father." 

* * * ♦ 

TTE groaned, whether sarcastically 
or not she did not know. "I was 
afraid you'd be that sort," he said. “I 
hoped differently, but I should have 
known It. The house is too much for 
you. That and your father’s money. 
What a shame, what a ghastly shame!" 

"What do you mean?" she snapped 
out. "Are you becoming patronising 
now?" 


(Continued from First Page.) 


consists of lamb, mutton and veal. 
During the three months of Septem 
ber. October and November the re 
suits of a recent national survey 
chow that Washingtonians con¬ 
sumed nineteen pounds of meat 
apiece, an average of less than one- 
flfth of a pound a person daily. 
Seven local slaughter houses pro¬ 
vide about 32 per cent of Washing¬ 
ton’s meats, while the balance comes 
from Chicago and Baltimore. A fleet 
of motor trucks operates regularly 
between Washington and Baltimore 
carrying foodstuffs to the While 
House municipality. 

Washington’s milk supply aggre 
gates between 39.000 and 40.000 gal¬ 
lons daily, and comes chiefly from 
I Virginia and Maryland farms within 
I fifty and sixty miles of the U. S’ 
Capitol. The local milk supply is one 
of the most sanitary In the world 
Butterfat in this latitude is too vain 
able as market cream to be converted 
into merchantable butter. As a re¬ 
sult, the District Imports her butter 
from Iowa. Kansas. Nebraska, Ohio 
and Minnesota. Wisconsin and New 
York provide Washington with 
cheese. Maryland and Virginia far¬ 
mers sell oggs and poultry in larg»- 
amounts to Washington householder.® 
In addition, great quantities of egg* 
and dressed poultry are shipped t< 
the District from Chicago. 

Ten marketing centers in addition 
to Center market and more that. 
4,100 food retailers distribute many 
million dollars’ worth of foodstuff-- 
annually to the 438,000 residents of 
Washington. 


ment experts demonstrated to tho deal¬ 
ers the fault in this. Now, since the 
latter park their cars at appointed 
| spots some distance from their stands, 
much more automobile trade has been 
attracted to Center Market. 

The Center Market dealers used to 
shun advertising. "Everybody in 
Washington knows where Center Mar¬ 
ket is and that we are here to serve 
them,” was their alibi for not patroniz¬ 
ing the public press. Uncle Sam. when 
he stepped in. Immediately urged the 
inception of co-operative advertising, 
featuring the central location of Center 
Market and the vast variety of products 
that it offered. Each stand-holder now 
pays $1.75 a week for co-operative ad¬ 
vertisements. This novel publicity pro¬ 
gram has markedly increased business 
receipts. 

The accounting experts of the De¬ 
partment of Agriculture have evolved 
simple and satisfactory accounting 
systems which now are practiced by 
the Center Market dealers, who pre¬ 
viously manltained only the most 
crude debits and^credits on their an¬ 
nual activities, t 

The national investigators have 
worked out novel stories about the 
efficiency of service as the prize hired 
man of the average tradesman down 
Center Market way. They have found 
that the thousands of people who 
daily visit Center Market do not go 
there primarily to save money but be¬ 
cause of the great variety of food¬ 
stuffs that they can purchase there 
and because of the superior service 
which the retailers render. The 
dealers who peddle the best service 
attract the most customers and build 
up the best regular trade. One 
dealer succeeds where his neighbor 
fails because the former provides 
better service. 

Center Market dealers have to be 
respectful to their patrons. The Sec¬ 
retary of Agriculture has the power 
to revoke the license and lease of any 
tradesman who lacks courtesy to¬ 
ward a potential customer. 


DAIRD MANNINGS country place 
is, of course, famous. We have 
all seen photographs of the house 
and of the gardens, and we have 
dwelt on them with envious eyes. 

The flivver containing Miss Manning, 
Geoffrey Rudel and his ukulele 
whirled up the winding entrance 
drive and stopped, unabashed, in 
front of the Corinthian portico. 

"Corne on," said Audrey, “get out. 
I’ll have one of the men take it round 
to the garage." 

"Ah, yes, of course,” murmured 
Geoffrey, ’’one of the men.” 

“Well,” she retorted sharply, "what 
of It? There are men on the place, 
you know.” 

“Shall I leave my ukulele for an¬ 
other one of the men to take In?" h© 
inquired. 

“You can do as you like,” ah© an¬ 
swered, and preceded him into th© 
house, "one of the men” holding open 
the door for her. 

"Are they at luncheon, Alden?” she 
asked. "Yes? Well, never mind. 
There’ll b© one extra. Tell Jenkins.” 

"Very good, miss.” 

"And send Boynton to fetch home 
th© car. It’s at the foot of Starling 
hill." 

"Very good, miss.” 

"See that Mr.-er Mr. Rudel has 

everything h© needs, Alden.” 

"Very good, miss.” 

"I’ll meet you In the hall in five 
minutes, Mr. Rudel, and we'll go in 
together. You’ll have to be Intro¬ 
duced all round. That will annoy 
every one. They hate to b© inter¬ 
rupted at lunch.” 

"Perhaps,” said Geoffrey, with a 
smile. ”it would be better if I ate in 
th© pantry. I could sing for the 
cook.” ^ 

"H© wouldn’t appreciate It," she 
answered from half-way up the 


-YOU’RE A PERFECT BEAST!** SHE CRIED. HE BOWED AGAEV 
**A VERY IMPERFECT ONE, I FEAR,” HE SAID. 


She said nothing; perhaps she had 
not noticed his betrayal of himself. 
Possibly she realized that Harvard is 
a democratic university and numbers 
ail sorts and conditions of men among 
its students. However, her temper 
perceptibly cooled. And she did not 
request "on© of the men” to show 
him to the gate. 

"Well," she said, more quietly. "I’ve 
told you what I think of you, Mr. 

1 Rudel.” 

"Yea,” he agreed, "you certainly 
have. But you must remember that 
;lt was not I who picked you up on 
the road—it was you who picked me 
up. I didn’t ask to come to luncheon 
and sit in your overdecorated dining 
room or look at your silly imitation 
of an Italian garden. Such magnifi¬ 
cence overawes ine and I doubtless 
have appeared at my worst. I am 
not used to It and I abhor it." 

She gave him a look from the cor¬ 
ners of her eyes, and Just a trace of 
dimples hovered near her lips. 

"Do you know what I think?” she 
said. 

"God forbid!” 

"I think—I think that you're a rank 
impostor.” 

"H’m,” he reflected. "You do. do 
you? Well, now, if all your family 
thought that. It would make it much 
pleasanter for them, wouldn’t It? I 
suppose I’m an eccentric English vis¬ 
count in disguise, or something like 
that! How interesting—how Inter¬ 
esting! And how romantic! It’s re- 1 


"I don’t know yet," Geoffrey said, 
i "I am thinking.” 

'Wou couldn’t find a rhyme for 
Audrey, could you?" 

He pondered a while seriously, then 
shook his head. "Tawdry is the 
nearest approach to It I can think 
of at the moment," he replied 

"Thank you.” 

*1 shan't uso it. It's not appro¬ 
priate. and it really doesn’t rhyme." 

When the man bearing the ukulele 
was sighted. Geoffrey demanded si¬ 
lence for a few moments. 

"If I am to extemporize,” he said. 
"I must have time to think.” 

“Oh!" sh© exclaimed. "So you’re 
going to extemporize—in my honor?” 

“Yes, if you’ll keep quiet.” 

| Th© man having deposited the 
I ukulele, at Geoffrey’s direction, on the 
grass, departed to resume his shears. 
Geoffrey, after a brief minute, picked 
1 It up and strummed a few minor 
chords—plaintive chords full of mys¬ 
tery and lamentation. Then he be¬ 
gan to sing. 

"I have traveled many lands 
In quest of my girl of dreams, 

I have searched by golden streams 

For the slim, pale girl who stands, 

During with slim pale hands— 
During me In my dreams. 

"I have sought under many skie* 

The slim, pale girl of my dreams. 
But. alas! she always seems 

To vanish before my eyes. 

Even as twilight die©— 

Even as die my dreams. 

"My soul It Is sad today. 

For the idol c # my dream*. 

Seen where th* daylight gleams. 

Is but of mortal clay. 

Gone is the dream away— 

Gone are my golden .dreams ” 

"There.” he said, “that’s not bad— 
except the last verse. I don’t mean 
that the idea of th© last verse Is bad, 
but the wording is rather slovenly. 
Til polish It off, though, before the 
day is over.” 

Audrey said nothing for a while. 
iThen, when sh© did speak, sh© stam¬ 
mered a little. "Am I to suppose 
!that I am the—the girl of clay?” 

| He bowed. 

I "Had your name been accented on 
[the last syllable,” he said. "I should 
have substituted Audrey far away In 
the next to last line. Perhaps It 
would be better like that anyhow: 
i *Gone Is the dream, Audrey—gone 
are my golden dream*-’ Yes, I think 
I could get away with that. Well, 
now that the dream Is gone. Til be 
getting along myself. Good-bye." 


r |' , HK flivver stopped with much ado; 

tho young man behind the wheel 
look at her critically, and then took 
off his hat. 

"Can I help?" he inquired. 

*’I hope so," she said coolly. "Are you 
going my way?" 

"Which is your way?” he returned. 

"The way you were going.” 

"In that case," h© answered gravely, 
"I am going your way. Will you 
step in?” 

“Thank you.” she said. "It is not 
far. My car has broken down." 

“You should get a flivver," he mur¬ 
mured, "they are so satisfactory and 
adequate." 

He opened the door of the front 
seat for her. 

“Don’t sit on my ukulele,” he cau¬ 
tioned. 

“What? I beg your pardon." 

“Don’t sit on my ukulele,” he re¬ 
peated. "It is part of my stock in 
trade.” And he removed the instru¬ 
ment carefully from the seat and 
Placed it in the tonneau beside a 
large kit bag. 

She looked at him with some inter¬ 
est. "You play the ukulele?” 

"Yes: very well, too. It’s about all 
I ©an do. Except, of course, I sing a 


CHE wu angry, there was no 
^ doubting that. She was so angry 
that she was almost In tea j*s. 

^You’re a perfect beaat!” eh© cried. 

He bowed again. "A very Imper¬ 
fect one, I fear.” he said. 

"You—you don’t know me at all, 
and you have no right to talk that 
way.” 

"You told me to be frank,” he 
reminded her. “But—well, I have 
eaten of your salt and so I should 
perhaps have played the hypocrite. 
However, I am leaving you at once 
and we’ll never see each other again, 
so you'll forget what I’ve said as 
quickly as you’ll forget me.” 

Rh© glanced at him sharply, sus¬ 
pecting a double meaning in this last. 
Perhaps he knew that she would not 
forget him quickly. He appeared in¬ 
nocent—calm, a little sAd. At least, 
she hoped he was a little sad. Her 
anger left her suddenly, and. strange¬ 
ly enough. It left her against her 
will. She desired fervently to re¬ 
main angry, but In spite of herself 
she felt her righteous wrath slipping 
from her. and In Its place came a 
distressing and disconcerting feeling 
of humility such as she had never be¬ 
fore experienced. Then, to her dis- 
jtnay. she began to cry. 

"My Heavens!’* shouted Geoffrey 
| Rudel. "Don’t do that! Don’t do 
that! It’s Just another of your 
I damnable tricks, and I can’t stand It. 

! I can’t stand It, I say. Don't do it!” 

| He got up and commenced pacing 
, the grass In front of her. He was 
I greatly perturbed, and he wanted to 
Still, he did not want to 


Machine Sorts Diamonds 


the laborers descend int.. 
the diamond mines at Klmber 
ley. they blast and pick out tho hard 
dlamantlferous earth and place it In 
wooden tubs that are hauled on stout 
wires to the surface, where the earth 
Is spread over the ground to underg 
for several months the softening In¬ 
fluences of heat and cold. When it 
is soft enough it is shoveled into the 
washing machines, where the dirt 1; 
separated from the rough diamonds 
and other large mineral substance* 
The mixture of minerals remaining is 
known as "concentrates.” It was for¬ 
merly necessary to go carefully over 
these concentrates to pick out tho 
garnets and many other foreign sub¬ 
stances, until nothing remained but 
the rough diamonds. This was a slov 
and laborious operation, but it was 
an essential part of the mining In¬ 
dustry until it was superseded not so 
many years ago. 

Among the employes In the sorting 
room was a 3 ’outh by the name of 
Kersten, who went quietly to work 
to find a way to seporalo tho dia¬ 
monds from other stones more quick¬ 
ly and more easily than could b«j 
done by the slow process of hand 
picking. He. was not discouraged by 
his many failures to find that way. 

On© day. by the merest chance, the 
boy made th© discovery that he was 
seeking. A rough diamond and a 
garnet happened to be lying on a 
small board on the bench where he 
was working. He raised one end of 
the board. The garnet slipped off. 
but the diafnond remained, lie found 
that there was a •coating of grease 
on the board that had retained the 
diamond but not the garn *t. 

The boy procured a wider board, 
coated the side of it with grease, and 
dumped a few handfuls of concen¬ 
trate on it. Then he found that, b> 


/\NE of Washington’s greatest needs 
at present is a central unload¬ 
ing station. As matters stand now, 
most of the produce that is shipped 
by boat or rail Into Washington has 
to be hauled from one to three miles 
before It is delivered at the doors of 
Center market. 

Only a minimum of Intermediary 
Jobbing is emphasized In the Wash¬ 
ington foodstuffs trade. Most of the 
materials go dlreotly from th© re¬ 
ceiver to the retailer. When average 
prices over a series of years are 
scrutinized and compared with those 
prevalent on other marketing centers, 
the consensus of judgment is that 
Washington is not a high-priced 
market city. Ixioal market prices 
never fluctuate widely nor do gluts 
occur commonly. Washington Is a 


Manor? — high-celled, oak-paneled, 
-with a huge carved mantel at one end 
and a huge carved sideboard at the 
other, and French windows leading 
out to a brick-paved terrace. 

There were ten persons at table, 
all eating lobster. Four of them rose 
at Audrey’s entrance, and all but 
one stopped eating temporarily. Her 
father. Mr. Baird Manning, merely 
said "Hello," and resumed his strag¬ 
gle with a claw. His time, you see. 


get away. 

leave her in tears. ^ 

"Here, here.” he said sternly but 
helplessly, "here, here. This won't 
do. This won’t do at all. You really 
mustn’t. T1 leave you at once if you 
don't stop.” 

, She looked up quickly and achieved 
a smile. "Then I'll stop,” she said. 

There was a pause while she dried 
her eye*. 

"Did you do.that on purpose?" he 
demanded severely. 

"N-no," she answered. T couldn't 
help It. You hurt me.” 

He said, "Oh.” 

"You see," she continued. ”1 am 
not so callous as you think." 

“They all cry,” he responded, but 
without his customary assurance. 

"How do you know?" was her nat¬ 
ural retort, while she was powdering 
her nose. 

"I’ve seen them. Even In Arlaona 


"Miss Bradshaw; my aunt, Miss 
Herbert; Miss Tower, my kid sister, 
my father, Mr. Pegram. Mr. Jewett 
and Mr. Hill. There, now sit down. 
I’m starving and Mr. Dudel Is, too. 
He’s a hero—he saved me—so give 
him plenty to eat." 

"What happened?" asked Mias 
Bradshaw, the obviouelp healthy 
young woman on Geoffrey’s right. 

"She couldn’t start the car/* he ex¬ 
plained. 

"And you couldn't either?" 

"Oh, I didn’t try. That would have 
spoiled everything. If I hadn’t suc¬ 
ceeded it would have been humiliat¬ 
ing, and if I had I should have missed 
—this." 

"8o what did you do?” 

"I bought her here In my own car 
—a very reliable little car, mine la 
I just picked it up the other day. 
It’s a 1917 flivver.” 

At this Mr. Manning looked up from 
his plate. "You're right ther©, Mr. 
—er Mr./* he said. ‘Tv© got eight 
of ’em In my garage now, and they’re 
the most dependable cars I’ve got! I 
wouldn’t change ’em for all th© ex¬ 
pensive, nickeled, upholstered Junk 
in the world.” 

"I notice," observed Mrs. Manning, 
“that you never ride In one, though." 

"What difference doe© that make? 
They’re Just as good whether I ride 
In them or not, arn’t they? What 
business ar© you in, Mr.—er—” 

"My name It Rudel.** supplied Geof¬ 
frey. 


T IE HELD out his hand. Sh© was 
** plucking at the petals of a red 
rose—putting It to her face and then 
lowering it to pluck at It again with 
nervous Angers. Obviously she was 
mystified, uncertain, perhaps a little 
stirred. She chose not to notice his 
band. 

"But-’’ she began, and stopped. 

Then: "Please come and sit down a 
minute. You must explain a little— 


the foodstuffs that ar© shipped into 
Washington, not only to protect the 
general public against inferior goods, 
but also to facilitate the collection 
of vital marketing statistics on th© 
quality and supply of produce used 
in th© City of Presidents. The N«- 


whlle the diamonds remained in 
place. 

Then the boy Invented a machine 
by which his discovery might bo uti¬ 
lized. Considerable study was re¬ 
quired to perfect it. but at last tho 
machine was completed and the dia¬ 
mond magnates were invited to wit¬ 
ness the new method of separating 
diamonds from tho rest of too con¬ 
centrates. 

The Invention was an entire sut - 
cess. A moro simple and complcD- 
device for paving time, labor and loss 
of diamonds could not be imagined. 
The entire work is r.ow done by ma¬ 
chinery, hand-picking has been whol¬ 
ly superceded, and both tho invent nr 
and the mine owners have profited 
1 hansomely by the labor-saving n»a- 


THEX. once more, she felt competed 
to look at him—furtively, that he 
might not note the display of interest. 
He was nice-looking—healthy and 
clean, and his hair and his clothes 
were well cut. 

"To the left here!" she cried. 
"Heavens, I almost forgot.” 

They made the right-angled turn 
on two wheels. 

"Didn’t I tell you to warn me?" he 
eomplained sharply. "We might have 
upset." 

"Well, why don't you go a little 
•1©w©r, then?" she rejoined. "It's T©t»r 
pwn fault.” 


homing 


_ ground of vegeterians. in 

view of th© annual consumption of 
more than 85,000,000 pounds of 
beef, pork and mutton annually. One- 
half of th© meat products sold con¬ 
sist of pork, three-eighths of tho 
supply is beef, while the balance 


THERE WAS AN AWKWARD SILENCE. IT WAS AS IF HE HAD 
SAID, -I MURDER." 
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